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Logan ‘‘Fugitive-Slave Bill,” 


he 
T passed by the Illinois Legislature in 1853, 


enacted: 

«If a Negro or Muatto, bond or free, shall hereafter 
come into this State, and remain ten days with the evi- 
dent intention of residing in the same, every such Negro 
or Mulatto shall be deemed guilty of a high misdemeanor, 
and for the first offense shall be fined the sum of fifty 
dollars. If such Negro or Mulatto shall be found guilty, 
and the fine assessed be not paid forthwith to the Justice 
of the Peace before whom the proceedings were had, it 
shall be the duty of said Justice to commit said Negro or 
Mulatto to the custody of the Sheriff, or otherwise keep 
him, her or them in custody; and said Justice shall forth- 
with advertise said Negro or Mulatto, and on the day and 
at the time and place mentioned in said advertisement 
the said Justice shall, at public auction, proceed to sell 
said Negro or Mulatto to any person or persons who will 
pay such fine and costs for the shortest time; and said 
purchaser shall have the right to compel said Negro or 
Mulatto to work for, and serve out said time. If said 
Negro or Mulatto shall not within ten days after the ex- 
piration of his, her or their time of service, as aforesaid, 
leave the State, he, she or they shall be liable to a second 
prosecution, in which the penalty to be inflicted shall be 
one hundred dollars, and so on for every subsequent of- 
fense the penalty shall be increased fifty dollars over and 
above the last penalty.” 

* 

We understand that Mr. Logan deprecates 
any allusion to the events of 1853, especially to 
events connected with the passage of this law 
and its enforcement—for Mr, Logan saw that 
it was enforced. He likens himself, in an airy 
way, to a repentant sinner who has joined the 
church, and on whose previous peccadillos it 
would be bad taste to dwell. We regret, for 
Mr. Logan’s sake, that we can not take this view 
of the matter. If the repentant sinner, having 
been taken into the confidence of the church, 
joins the chief hypocrite of the congregation 
in an attempt to get control of the establishment 
and run it after an ungodly fashion, he must 
expect to be judged in oe light of his past life. 


* 

No, Mr. Logan, the spiritual man may grow 
or lose in grace; but he is not likely to lose his 
identity with the lapse of years, any more than 
is his bodily frame. ‘The hair may whiten, the 
wrinkles may come, the teeth may fall out and 
the cheeks may fall in, the muscles may relax, 
and the man may /ok changed. But it is just 
the same skin and bones. And—as you prob- 
ably pointed out to the Illinois Legislature be- 
tween ’53 and ’60—if the skin is black it re- 
mains black, and never becomes white. That 
is and was true, Mr. Logan, and the same may 
be said of the constitution of the spiritual being. 
The black heart that imagined evil to the op- 


pressed has not grown white in thirty years. | 


The mind that rejected reason and clung to a 
degrading and shameful tradition shen is not a 
new mind now. Why should we believe you 
that they are not what they were? Has time 
given you new hands in place of those that 
were so eager to do “the dirty work of the 
Democratic Party’?? Ask the Zunis, 





THE DOTLET IN IIS EYE. 


However gay our lot is, 
We want of all things one— 
And that ’s exactly what is 
The thing that spoils our fun. 
We cry as babes when teething 
For soothing-syrup cry— 
We want, with souls a-seething, 
The dotlet on the z 


That ’s what ’s amiss with Benny— 
I’ve had my share of luck, 
I’ve gathered spoons a-many, 
I’ve shown my rampant pluck. 
But there’s one thing will nof let 
Your uncle easy lie— 
The Capitol ’s the dotlet— 
The dotlet in my eye. * 
B. F. B-1r-r. 


*) P. S.—And that ’s where he will get it— 
He ’ll get it—in his eye. 








In all the accursed heritage of infamous leg- 
islation which the slavery gave us, there are few 
examples much worse than this. It had a de- 
moniac cruelty about it which we can hardly 
realize to-day. Illinois was a new State at that 
time; adistinctly Western State, a land of prom- 
ise to the immigrant and to all who sought a 
field for honest labor. ‘To shut the negro out 
of Illinois was then what it would be now to 
shut the immigrant out of all the States of the 
Pacific Slope. Yet Mr. John A. Logan took 
part in making, enforcing and defending a law 
by which any negro entering Illinois with the 
intention of earning his living there was fined 


it. Then, as now, Mr. Logan had the “ popu- 
lar sentiment’ and the “ voice of the majority” 
with him. He had one hundred thousand ma- 
jority to back him up. One hundred and sev- 
enty-two thousand of the people of his State 
thought as he did. A few dudes and Pharisees 
“ kicked ’’—then as now. 


* 
* * 


Even with its harlequin platform, that means 
anything according to the light in which you 
look at it, the Republicans have convicted 
themselves of the grossest inconsistency in nom- 
inating a man with this positive record behind 
him. Of course, Mr. Logan can not now sell 
his fellow-beings into slavery; but there is no 
reason to suppose that the brain that-conceived 
the fugitive-slave law of 1853 has so changed 
in quality as to make it fit to guide the des- 
tinies of a nation in 1885. And, putting all 
future contingencies aside, does not the party 
throw over its original and fundamental prin- 
ciples when it marches cheerfully under the 
leadership of Blaine the Substitute-Buyer and 
Logan the Slave-Taker ? 


* 
* * 


Here are the Democrats at Chicago very 
much afraid to talk about Mr. Bayard as a 
nominee. Why? He is a man of undoubted 
honesty and ability. He is the foremost states- 
man of the country— using the word in its 
strict and proper sense. His hands are clean; 
his judgement is good. Then why not nominate 
him? Why, simply because, in the first days 
of secession, he hesitated between allegiance to 
his State and loyalty to his country. He hesi- 
tated only and shuffled a little, as many a strong 
man did in those days, and then found the right 
path and followed it, and has served his country 
honorably since then. But this weakness of 
twenty-four years ago is enough, so the Repub- 
licans say, to throw a stain of doubt upon his 
patriotism. Only a little stain, they admit; but 
stain enough to make it impossible to elect him 





to the Presidency.. Hence these fears; the | 


| Democrats dare not put him at their head for 


for the first offense and so/d for a repetition of: 





fear the mere suspicion of,an unpatriotic weak- 
ness in the past may defeat him. And yet the 
Republicans hope to elect Blaine the Substitute- 
Buyer and Logan the Slave-Taker! 


* 
# # 

Of course it is of prime importance that the 
Democrats should choose a man with an unas- 
sailable record to oppose the two Republican 
candidates with their high-colored and varie- 
gated histories. Mr. Bayard would not be the 
wisest choice, there is no denying that. But 
the Democratic Convention 1s not bound, for- 
tunately for the country, to a sharp selection 
between Bayard on the one hand and the horde 
of Flowers and Paynes on the other. It has a 
candidate before it whom it would seem a 
special Providence had raised up to lead the 
Democratic Party back to power. Grover 
Cleveland is honest. He is wise and sound in 
his judgement, which is better than being “ bril- 
liant” and blustery. The one mistake he has 
made as a Governor showed him to be a man 
of courage. He has borne himself so well be- 
fore the people that the Republicans of his own 
and of neighboring States are his friends. He 
represents the principles of honesty, cleanliness 
and dignity that Messrs. Blaine and Logan 
distinctly do zof represent. He is a candidate 
stronger than they have put into the field since 


the war. It remains to be seen whether the 
Convention will fly into the face of Providence. 
* " * 


That is to say, it remains to be seen whether 
or no they will listen to the war-whoops of Mr. 
John Kelly, who is trying to create the impres- 
sion that he has come to Chicago with the City 
of New York in his vest-pocket. But it will be 
the most fatuous act of all their fatuous ex- 
istence if the Democrats listen to John Kelly 
now. ‘They can not help hearing him, for he 
roars and howls and ramps and rears just as if 
he really amounted to something. And he will 
flourish his 40,000 votés—or perhaps it is 50,000 
now, or 100,000 — and he will tell of the terri- 
ble things he will do if an honest man is nom- 
inated. Now, John Kelly can just about as 
easily turn the vote of New York State against 
Grover Cleveland as he can dam the Hudson 
with his Tammany white hats. His followers 
are like the supers in a stage-fight—each man 
makes noise enough for ten. But they count 
only one apiece at the polls—if you watch 
them. And the mere rumor of John Kelly’s 
opposition to a man or a measure is enough to 
bring every respectable Republican and most 
respectable Democrats to the rescue. If the 
Convention listens to the impotent brag of Tam- 
many, the party will lose its last chance of sal- 
vation—and it must take the consequences. 


‘ 
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WHY AND WHEREFORE. 


Kansas City, Mo., June 21, 1884. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

What is there shady in the career of the Republican 
nominee for President? I ama young man, and hope 
to cast my first ballot next November; but I do not wish 
to vote for a man whose principles are unsound, or whose 


record is not clean; and in my ignorance I come to you. | 


I work nights and rest in the day-time, hence I have but | Blaine resorted to get the letters he himself had 


few opportunities to read up on the subject; and if I had, 


the newspapers published here are calculated to furnish | 


but little instruction, political or otherwise. They are 
the acme of editorial narrow-mindedness, being con- 
stantly engaged in disgustingly puerile bickerings at each 
other, and petty crowings over alleged **scoops” in 
local happenings, such as one might expect from two 





sues for a reward for his improper services—’ 


you may judge whether such a man should be 
President of the United States. 

This is the main thing that is “shady” in 
the record of Mr, Blaine. But it is not all, by 
any means, We could tell you of the connec- 


| tion of the witness Mulligan with the investiga- 
| tion of 1876, and of the means to which Mr, 


| written back into his own possession; but we 


rival sheets published in a country village. If there ever | 


was a place where a good daily journal would « fill a 
long-felt want,” that place certainly is Kansas City, Mo. 


But to return to the original subject. In what respect | 


has Blaine forfeited the right to the support of honest 
Republican voters? I have been nurtured in Republican 
principles, and taught, as an article of faith, to support 
the g. o. p. when consistent with principle. I should 
like very much to hear the other side of that conversa- 


wish to convict Mr. Blaine solely on the testi- 
mony he himself has furnished, and in this 
matter the only contribution he has made to 
his own damnation is the admission that he had 
broken his pledge to Mr. Mulligan. For the 
rest, he swore counter to Mr. Mulligan through- 
out. We believe Mr. Mulligan. We do not 
believe Mr, Blaine. Do as you please, after you 
have compared the character of the two men. 

We might also call your attention to the un- 
fortunate Landreau business, Mr. Williams; but 


if you are old enough to vote this year, you are 


tion, the vague and ambiguous replies of one party to | 


which you published recently. 
Will you kindly throw a ray on these obscurities from 
the electric-light of your knowingness? 


Respectfully yours, 
H. C. WILi1AMs, 


There are a great many people in your posi- 
tion, Mr. Williams, and we do not doubt that 
other young men who have only lately begun 
to interest themselves in politics will read with 
interest and profit our answer to your sensible 
and sensibly-expressed !etter. 

June 2nd, 1880, we said of Mr. Blaine, who 
was then trying to get control of the Republi- 
can National Convention—just as he tried, and 
succeeded this year—that he was “a tricky 
politician, of fishy character.” June 11th, 1884, 
we said that Mr. Blaine’s nomination was an 
insult to the country, and that his election 
would be an ineradicable disgrace. The young 
voter of 1884, who does not know what his 
elders have known of Mr, Blaine since ’76, for 
instance, has a right to inquire why it is that 
we speak so severely of the candidates of the 
Republican Party. We will tell him briefly, 
confining ourselves strictly to facts which are 
not denied by the supporters of Mr. Blaine. 

In the Spring of 1869 Mr. Blaine did the 
promoters of a certain railroad scheme a favor. 


old enough to remember that in 1881 Mr. 
Blaine, then Secretary of State, pursued an 
“aggressively American” foreign policy by 
pushing the mysterious guano claim of a for- 


| eigner, and very nearly getting us into a war 


for which we were not prepared, 

There are two or three other points in Mr. 
Blaine’s career on which light will be thrown 
hereafter. But the transactions of 1869 are 
quite enough for a test case. At that time Mr. 
Blaine showed clearly enough his idea of what 
constituted official dignity and personal honesty. 


_And he has given us no reason to believe that 


A bill in which the Little Rock and Fort Smith | 
R. R. investors were deeply interested was about | 
to be smothered in the House of Representatives | 
under an obnoxious amendment. Mr. Blaine, | 


then Speaker of the House, was appealed to by 


one of the men interested in the railroad; and 


Mr, Blaine sent word to General John A. Logan, 
(the same Logan now nominated for Vice-Presi- 
dent,) to make a certain point of order against 
the amendment. Logan made it, and Blaine 
sustained it; and the bill went through as the 


later Blaine was “let in,” as the phrase is, to 
the L. R. & F. S. ring. 

In June he wrote to the man who let him in, 
saying: “I do not feel that I shall prove a 


his views have changed since then. 

We have not space in Puck to give you the 
full text of the Mulligan letters, or to report the 
proceedings of the Congressional investigation, 
or the history of the Landreau matter. 

But other papers have the space and utilize 
it. If you can afford it, you should subscribe 
for a trustworthy New York or Boston paper, 
one not affected by the hysterical localism of 
the West. The New York Zimes, which has 
been the leading Republican paper of the coun- 
try, advises its readers not to support Mr. 
Blaine, and lays before them in full its reasons 
and the proof of its assertions. ‘The New York 
Evening Post, an equally trustworthy sheet, has 
practically led the opposition to the candidate. 
The New York ra/d is an independent paper, 
which will give you much information about 
Mr. Blaine. The Boston Advertiser represents 
the most solidly conservative element of Boston 
Republicanism, and it can not stomach Mr. 
Blaine. Any one of these papers will give you 
in full what we can only condense—the story 
of a clever, shrewd, even brilliant man; a man 
of great perseverance, ingenuity and determin- 
ation; a man of foresight, yet a man of auda- 
city; a man who makes friends wherever he 


: _ goes, and who turns everything, good and evil, 
Little Rock men wanted it. And a few months | 


deadhead in the enterprise if I once embark in | 
it. Isee various channels in which I know I | 


can be useful.”” In October he wrote recount- 
ing the services he had performed, and urging 
his friend to complete the letting in process, 
which was getting on but slowly. 

These statements are not made ex parte. They 
are founded on the records of Congress and on 
Mr. Blaine’s own letters. These letters were 
made public by Mr. Blaine himself; he has 
never denied their authenticity; he has never 
attempted to put another construction upon 
them than the one they naturally bear. 

You may judge for yourself whether a man 
who, acting as a member of the Government of 
the United States, uses his official power to 
serve a private corporation, and then humbly 








to his own ends; a man of many gifts-—but a 
man lacking the greatest gift of all—the gift of 
uprightness. 

“‘Smartness”’ is not wisdom; “ dash” is not 
devotion to high ends; “magnetism” is not 
worth; and “aggressiveness” is not simple 
honesty. ‘The people who say this are called 
“dudes” and “Pharisees”; and if you join 
them, Mr. Williams, you must arouse the an- 
ger of a lot of very noisy, thoughtless and ex- 
cited people. If you want to have a good time, 
go and fling up your hat for the man whose per- 
sonal honesty is daily impugned by a host of 
respectable and responsible papers. If you 
want to be as honest znd clean in your political 
associations as you‘are, we do not doubt, in 
your private affairs, you will have to be, for a 
time at least, “in the right with two or three.” 

But if there are many other young men as 
frank and honest and inquiring of spirit as you, 
Mr. Williams, the brawling majority will melt 
away before the bonfires are lit. 











vi wissss tall ll 
He says good-by to Matilda, 
And promises that she 
Shall light his every vision 
Beside the rolling sea. 


He promises a letter 
Shall reach her every night, 
Then down the road he wanders, 
And passes out of sight. 


He soon. is at the ocean, 
And there meets many girs 
With brown and lilac optics, 
And black and golden curls. 
He takes them out a-riding, 
He takes them to the hops, 
And often in their honor 
Visits the candy-shops. 
With them he goes a-bathing 
Upon the shining strand, 
And then they sit and gossip 
Upon the shelly sand. 


He takes them to the races, 
And on the horses bets, 

And writing not a letter, 
Matilda he forgets. 


And furious is Matilda, 
That paragon and pearl, 

To find that George comes homeward 
Engaged to another girl. 


A Sipe-SHow—A Profile, 
Irish Marters—Potatos and Whiskey. 


Tuis Is the time of the year that the young 
man just out of the high-school begins to per- 
fect himself in jumping, running, rowing, box- 
ing and club-swinging, that he may pass a satis- 
factory examination at Harvard, and get into 
the Freshman class. 


Ir 1sstated in the “ Aunt Martha” department 
of our lady-like contemporary Zhe Mail and 
Express that chain-bracelets with soft, yielding 
links are extremely popular. ‘This should be 
pasted on the heart and in the hat of every 
member of that class that occasionally masque- 
rades in hand-cuffs. 


CONGRESS NEVER fusses at all over making an 
appropriation involving millions; but let a wo- 
man get up and ask Congress to pay her for a 
mule killed by the Government in 1861, and 
that august body will go to work and spend 
hundreds of dollars to find out whether a twenty- 
dollar claim is a just claim or not. It will be 
not, 


THE ARTIST whose clothes are thread-bare 
because he failed to get his pictures into the 
last Academy, or, having got them in, did not 
succeed in selling them, has now the gratifica- 
tion of knowing that this is campaign year, and 
that he may make enough to keep him going 
by doing regulation stencil-plate portraits of 
the Presidential candidates on political banners. 
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THE SUMMER SOCIETY REPORTER. 
Some of the most delightful reading in the 


newspapers at the present season are the letters | 


from the fashionable hotels, written by brilliant 
correspondents who take up their residence 
there during the Summer. 

There are probably very few persons who 
have a correct idea of what kind of an indi- 
vidual it is who is possessed of so much local 
and national information, who writes with such 
profound knowledge of everything going on 
around him, and who, above all, is on such 
terms of easy familiarity with every guest, from 
the foreign prince, who is making a brief so- 
journ at the watering-place with an eye to an 
American heiress, to the corner gin-mill keeper, 
who has made his money in pure politics, or by 
means of a comfortable little contract arrange- 


ment with the Aldermen and the b’hoys of his | 


ward. 


What kind of a creature does the vivid im-_ 


agination picture this correspondent? A tall, 
handsome man, with garments of the finest 
texture and cut, An impressive manner, An 
education that can not leave anything to be 
desired. A master of all the modern languages, 
and several of the ancient. A perfect art and 
literary critic. An expert in all the accom- 
plishments that are considered indispensable to 
a gentleman. A man who is received with 
open arms at all the courts of Europe. A hob- | 
nobber with emperors, kings and potentates. | 
Is it surprising, then, that his letters are models 
of composition, and that he can give points to , 
Junius and Madame de Sévigné? | 

And then the reward for his labor, and the 
astonishing enterprise of the newspapers that 
can afford to keep half-a-dozen such profound 
scholars of his stamp distributed about the 
country, that their two-cent readers may not 
live in ignorance of what is going on at the 
fashionable Summer-resorts! 

The question that naturally arises in the mind 
of the reader of his epistles is: What does this 
grand and glorious entity do in the Winter? 
Does he go back to the courts of Europe at 
that time, or does he live in his four-story man- 
sion on Fifth Avenue or Beacon Street until the 
return of Summer? 

It is a great piece of cruelty to be obliged to 
break up all this beautiful back and front vista, 
this brilliant picture of perfection and accom- 
plishments; but a careful examination and in- 
spection of this kind of correspondent will lead 
to disappointment. 

It will be discovered that he is not an Ad- 
mirable Crichton; that hé is not the bosom- 
friend of European monarchs and statesmen; 
that he is not in easy circumstances; and it is 
about thirty to one that the paper that prints 
his letters will not pay him a cent for the cor- 
respondence. ‘To make things even, the hotel- 
keeper will let him live there on spec, with the 
idea that the rosy-colored accounts may cause 
an extra avalanche of guests, Sometimes they 
do, sometimes they do not—more frequently 
they do not. | 

It will be readily understood that the cor- | 
respondent, while he may have a pretty com- | 
fortable time of it in free board and lodging, | 
is not borne down by the weight of income. 
But there are consolations and recompenses. 
Railroad passes are frequently to be obtained, 
and, with judicious courtesy to the right per- 
sons, there is no lack of drinks, 

People anxious to get into society should cul- 
tivate the Summer-resort correspondent. They 
can get much better advertising in this indirect 
way than in any fashionable journal in the city. 
City fashionables, when they see the names 
mentioned, will first wonder who they are; then 
they will be envious, and finally will submit to 
the inevitable, and look upon these persons as 
new additions to the noble army of the upper- 
ten, and will embrace them when the neophytes 








return to town to take up a position as leaders | 


| of the aristocracy. 

Patrick Mulcahy, formerly ’longshoreman and 
now successful stevedore, who is staying with 
| Mrs. Mulcahy and family at the Grandiloquent 

Metropolitan Hotel at Sodatoga, has simply to 
_ ask the correspondent to take a drink to insure 
_ Miss Mamie Mulcahy’s being described as the 
| belle of the place, and her father as a Fifth 
| Avenue millionaire. 

A kind word and a cigar from Mr. Molevi 

Cohennery, who has recently retired from the 


clothing business in Chatham Street, makes | 
that gentleman a near relative of the late Lord | 


_ Beaconsfield, and places him on the highest 
pinnacle of mercantile greatness. 


fame treats the correspondent. 


ents is now open, 





See If You Can Make Any Change Out of That! 


Puck IN 1880. 
‘‘ The next largest delegate-owner is James G. Blaine, 
a tricky politician, of fishy character.””—Puck, Sune 
2nd, 1880. 


Puck IN 1884. 
«¢ A man whose nomination is an insult to the country, 
whose election would be an ineradicable disgrace.”— 
Puck, Fune 11th, 1884. 


THE Boy who will cry and make an awful 
fuss if compelled to take a bath in the house, 
will consider it the acme of romantic pleasure to 


_tramp miles over a dusty road to take a swim 


in a stagnant pond. 


A London drummer becomes a British noble- | 
man traveling incognito, and so on, according | 
to the courtesy with which the person seeking 

| 


The season for Summer society correspond- | 


AFTER WILDE. 
| aii eatin 
| Oscar Wilde recently contributed a poem to 


' the new Shaksperean book printed in England, 


| and here is a sample verse: 


| Beautiful star with the crimson mouth! 
O moon with the brows of gold, 
Rise up, rise up from the odorous South, 
| And light for my love her way, 
| Lest her little feet should stray 
On the windy hill and the wold! 
O beautiful star with the crimson mouth, 
O moon with the brows of gold. 


It is very easy to rattle off this kind of thing, 
' even for a plain, common, unpretentious poet, 
when his digestion is good, and he gets enough 
to eat to digest it. If you don’t believe it, kindly 
cast your optics on this little canzonet to a 
bull-dog: 


O beautiful bull with the poppy mouth, 
And the lonesome chawed-up ear, 
Oh, fly like the hurricane of the South, 
Oh, jump with a rage divine, 

| And open your jaws and dine 
On the neck of the burgulier, 

O beautiful bull with the poppy mouth, 
And the lonesome chawed-up ear. 


O banquetter on the vagrant cat, 
O dog with the stumpy tail, 
Lie there and sleep on my Turkish mat, 
But never, oh, never take 
From the oven the buttered steak, 
And under the barn with it sail, 
O banquetter on the vagrant cat, 
O dog with the stumpy tail. 








“ AFTER THE GERMAN ’’— Oysters. 





WouLp iT not be more proper to call the 
| late Sullivan-Mitchell business a gin-fizzle ? 
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WHAT CAN THEY BE? 








Lo package of manuscript. The finder will be 
suitably rewarded on returning same to W. R., 
Tribune office. 





The manuscript of the following anecdotes 
was picked up in City Hall Park near the base 
of the Zribune’s tall tower, from a lofty window 
in which remarkable edifice it may have de- 
scended. : 

Mr. B——e’s WONDERFUL MEmory, 

Mr. Peleg Strawgullet, of East Clarion, Iowa, 
while walking down Broadway recently, was 
accosted by a well-dressed young man, who 
grasped him cordially by the hand, exclaiming: 

“ Why, Jones, my dear friend, how are you?” 

Mr. Strawgullet replied that he was not Jones, | 
whereupon, with a bland apology, his interloc- , 
utor withdrew. 

Mr. B-———e, who overheard this conversa- 
tion, at once drew upon his extraordinary pow- 
ers of memory for faces, and recollected that 
he had met an uncle of Mr. Strawgullet at a 
clam-bake in Kentucky in 1847. Whereupon 
he followed that gentleman, and in his usual | 
hearty, magnetic manner clapped him on the | 
shoulder, saying: | 

“ Why, Strawgullet, my dear friend, how are | 
you? And how is Blathers, the bank-president | 
in your place, and—” | 

[The MS. ends abruptly here. It is marked 
in blue pencil: “ Won’t do. Discharge this | 
young woman at once.—W. R.” | 








Il. 
J. A. L —n’s KINDNEss oF Heart, 
While L-——n and several ex-General officers 


were recently sitting on the porch of the —— 
House, in , a maimed veteran timidly ap- 
proached the group. 

“‘ What can I do for you, my man ?” inquired 
one of the Brigadiers, reaching for the pow- 
dered sugar. 

‘‘ Nothing, sir, I expect,’ replied the scarred | 
warrior: “I want a pension, but’”— here he | 
sighed wearily: “1 was not on your side, and | 
I s’pose I must jog on without it.” | 

“A Johnny, eh?” said another Brigadier, | 
fishing out a piece of pineapple. 

“ Yes, sir,’ sighed the veteran. 

“That don’t make no difference,”’ interrupt- 
ed Logan: “ Pensions is to be got. Pensions 
is there to be got, and we is to get them. Hoo- | 
roar! Hooroar!” | 

The cheer was lustily echoed by the Briga- 
dier-Generals. 

All the remaining cracked ice was generously 
bestowed upon the veteran, whose pension-claim, 
as well as that of the Brigadiers, was subse- 
quently engineered by L n. 

[Accepted. Pay 32 cents. See if some Chi- | 
cago hotel won’t put up something for men- | 
tion.—W. R.] 











III. 
L n’s DIPLOMACY. 

One day, while L ni was sitting on a table 
in the Capitol Restaurant, in Washington, the | 
German Minister entered and called for a ham- | 
sandwich. After eating this delicacy, the Min- | 
ister approached the cashier’s desk to pay for 
it, but found to his dismay that he had but 
nine cents, the price of the sandwich being ten. 

L n remained for some moments an | 
amused but silent witness of the Minister’s ef- | 
fort to work off a suspender-button for the odd | 
cent; and then, calling the diplomat to him, he 
pressed a copper into his hand, saying: 











and make us pay them duties all the same; but 
you do eat it here, and you ain’t got no money 
to pay the duty yourself.” 


IN THE MADDENING CROWD. 
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Timip Lapy.—* Do you think that dog is mad ?” 
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PHILOSOPHICAI. PaARTY.—* I should think he’d be, under the circumstances. But perhaps he’s only vexed!” 








The Minister, feeling the sting of the epi- 
gram, colored, bowed low, and hastily with- 
drew. Shortly afterward he was recalled in 
disgrace by his Government. 

[I don’t understand this. Did the Minister 
keep the cent, or pay for the sandwich? Have 
this investigated. Otherwise it will do. Pay 
25 cents.—W. R.] 


IV. 
E’S WaR RECORD. 





Mr B 


“That night my substitute slept upon his | 


arms. ‘The enemy was close at hand. My 
substitute could hear the tramp of the hostile 
sentry, and the pleading yell of a stray rebel 
picket for pork in exchange for tobacco. My 
substitute slept lightly— dreaming of his far- 
distant home, of the sweet-faced warden, and 
the babbling turnkeys who in happier days 
were wont to clamber about him. 

“At daybreak the bugles rang out. My sub- 
stitute sprang to his feet and seized a comrades 
haversack. * Forward!’ was the order. The 
enemy was alert. The hideous chorus of his 
guns again woke the echos—the starry banner 
floated onward in the van. 

“True to his country—true to his flag—true 
to me—my substitute began a strategic Jank- 
movement which, if successful, would, by a 
slight detour of 25,000 miles, bring him crash- 
ing down upon the rear of a surprised and de- 
moralized foe. At that moment the enemy 
made a sortie. ‘There was the clash of ringing 
steel; the shouts of the combatants in deadly 
strife; the blinding smoke; the deafening roar 
of the artillery. My substitute was in the thick 
of it. He couldn’t get out. 

“Gentlemen, the blood tingles in every vein 


of my American body when I think of my sub- | 


stitute’s deadly peril. ‘The enemy pressed for- 
ward. A blow, as of a club, fell upon my brave, 


my noble substitute. After that he knew noth- | 
ing — nothing until he awoke a prisoner—a | 
“Here! You won’t eat our pork in Germany, | prisoner languishing and pining in an Augusta | L 


jail, The Union was safe. The starry flag still 
floats.” 


Mr. B——e paused for the tumultuous cheer- | 


ing of his audience to subside. But it contin- 
ued for hours, during which time old and young 
| gathered about him to press the hand that had 
paid that substitute, and preserved the glorious 
heritage of our forefathers. 
[Double-lead this. ‘lop of cel., 2nd page. 
Pay 60 cents.—W. R.] 





Wa 
L———n’s ROMAN IMPARTIALITY. 


Lieut. Spaddlepoope, for a time General 
L—n’s secretary, relates in the Dogtown Ban- 
ner how that officer cashiered his own uncle-in- 
law, who had been sent to run a negro regi- 
ment, 

The report came that the hen-roost of a lead- 
| ing Union citizen had been wholly devastated, 
and L -—-n’s uncle-in-law had appeared on 
parade at the head of his regiment with rooster- 
feathers sticking out of his boots. 

« ._——n at once sent for his uncle-in-law to 
come to headquarters,’’ says Lieutenant S.: 
“‘T was present when he arrived, L n asked 
him whether it was true that any of his niggers 
had been through that hen-roost. ‘The uncle- 
| in-law replied affirmatively, and gleefully an- 

nounced that he himself had led the regiment 
in a midnight sortie on the same citizen’s water- 
melon patch. 

“‘ L—n roared with rage like two bulls of 
Bashan. I can not repeat the language, but the 
words came hot and thick from an outraged 
grammar: 

“«And you didn’t never send me nary a 
chicken, nor even a hunk of them melons ?” 

“The uncle-in-law saw his terrible error, 

| blushed and stammered, and finally turned white 
| and cold. 

At last, after hurling at him more mutilated 
| syntax, L ——n told him he wasn’t fit to run a 
nigger regiment, made him resign at once, and 
before night that uncle-in-law was reduced to 
the position of a private Brigadier-General. 
n, however, subsequently forgave his re- 
| lative’s error, and fixed things so that he got a 
| pension, 

[Accepted. 20 cents.,—W. R.] 
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EDICATION ’S A WONDERFUL THING. 





«So, John, you’re done with the college, 
And are back on the farm once more, 
With your head as full of l’arning 
As a knarly apple of core. 
It ’s cost a heap to learn you all— 
To cipher and figure and speak, 
And it ’s different work a-hoeing corn 
Than digging in Latin and Greek. 
So is it law, or is it pills 
You choose for your occupation? 
Or, better still! come, settle down, 
And accept a D.D.’s station.” 


*¢ Well, Dad, I have thought of the law, 
But they say it ’s all overdone. 

As for pills—why every one knows 
It ’s the hardest work under the sun. 

A parson’s robe would never fit 
On a man that is built like me; 

For how would it look on the best short-stop 
That plays in the B. B. C.? 

So I’m engaged at two thousand a year, 
And signed the papers, too, 

To stand behind the bat and catch 
For the club from Kalamazoo.” 


«Two thousand a year!” The old manstares; 
It makes his head to sing, 
And he just has sense to mutter aloud: 


«¢ Edication ’s a wonderful thing!” = MAT. 








REMARKS BY ME. 





This is the office-stove. All the Winter it 
has glowed and roared and dispensed genial 
heat—except when the porter happened to over- 
look it, which he mostly did, especially on cold 
days. 

When the thermometer was down about half- 
a-yard below zero, that stove wasn’t worth much 
as astove; but, regarded in the light of a refrig- 
erator, it had no equal. 

But there were days when it glowed and 
roared according to programme—mild, spring- 
like days when there was a soft fog on the win- 
dow-panes, and in the brains of the busy work- 
ers—days when you felt like leaning back and 
dreaming of the innocent flirtations of your 
boyhood, and the hours that you used to loaf 
away in the Spring woods, just when the birch 
was young, and the sweet sap began to move, 
and the twigs were sharp and pleasant to the 
taste, and the opal mist lay over the far-off river; 
and when you grew up you were going to sail 
all over the world, and marry a more beauti- 
ful woman than Scheherazade’s husband ever 
heard of. 

Those were the days when the porter heaped 
the stove full of wood and coal, and raised 
a blaze that would even make the youngest and 
freshest man in the office dry up, which nothing 
else could do. 

The stove is cold and silent now. Its useful- 
ness has departed, and no one but the man who 
sold it to us ever claimed for it that it was 
beautiful. Most of the isinglass is gone; the 
knob is broken off the top, one of the doors 
won’t stay shut, and those foxy spots of cor- 
rosion on its sides—those spots that trail down- 
ward from one big spatter—tell us that civiliza- 
tion has not absolutely and unequivocally suc- 
ceeded in the job of refining the human animal 
and softening his manners. 

Let us look at the contents of the stove. You 
may push the loosely-hanging door wide open, 
now. It will not burn your fingers and serious- 
ly incline you to put your immortal soul in jeo- 
pardy. No glowing sea of flame and coal-gas 
heaves and bubbles within. But yet there are 
lots of things in there. They appear to have 
accumulated since the early Spring. There is 
the core of an apple, for instance, that looks 
like the twin brother of Samuel J. Tilden. The 
office-boy put that core there. Nobody but 
our office-boy could eat an apple down to such 
a core as that. There is absolutely nothing 





edible left on that core. Still there is the core. 
There is enough core to make it useful as a 
missile. In fact, it probably caromed on some 
other office-boy’s cheek before it went in there. | 

This is the blade of your pen-knife, that you 
broke in trying to open the drawer of your desk, 
that day you came down late and found that 
you had forgotten your keys. Yes, here is the 
blade; but where is the profane language you 
used? Down in the Recording Angel’s entry- 
book, my boy, and don’t you forget it. 

These little white-brown things are not a 
colony of caterpillars. They are only the butts 
of a few of the cigarettes you have smoked 
since last March. Remember what the doctor 
said, eh? Just rap that left lung of yours a bit, 
will you? Kind of muffled, eh? 

And what’s that? Only a little faded flower, 
tied up to a wooden toothpick with florists’ wire. 
Ah, yes, you pick it up and caress it, and press 
it to your lips. Well youmay! She gave it to 
you at the Arion Ball, that girl in pink—that 
lovely little thing with the great, gentle eyes, 
and the simple air of comradeship, and the 
high, sweet, beli-like voice, and the small, small 
hand that could rest so lightly and yet so cling- 
ingly on your arm—the girl who ran away at 
three o’clock, like a belated Cinderella, and left 
you to memory and champagne. 

And what is that limp dark thing, like a sec- 
tion of snake that has been through a rolling- 
mill? That, my boy, is the lining-band of the 
hat that you tried to wear next day. It wasa 
good band; but there was no room for it and 
you in that hat. 

Let us close the stove-door and go away. 
ME, 








SuGaR-CurED—The Man Who Takes Ho- 
meceopathic Medicine. Nota Bene—Only he 
never is, 





Wuart Is fly-fishing? Why, it is the good 
old patriarch sitting in a country church, trying 
to capture the fly that seeks happiness on the 
top of his ivory-finished head. 





THE HoRNY son of toil who boasts of the dig- 
nity of labor, as though he wouldn’t change 
places with the bond-holder, is just the man 
that looks for the knocking-off hour from the 
very time he begins work in the morning. And 
if he has the spade driven in the ground at the 
moment the six o’clock bell rings, he doesn’t 





turn the spadeful of dirt over. He simply jumps 
off the spade, and leaves it standing in the | 
ground until the morrow. 


MISS MAUD MONTMORENCY. 


THE UNRIVALED SERIO-COMIC CANTATRICE 
AND NEW YORK NIGHTINGALE 








In HER NEw SERIES OF CAMPAIGN BALLADS. 





No. III.— LInDLEY AND LOGAN. 
«“Won’t you tell me why, Robin?” 





Andante curioso. 

Your grammar ’s very queer, Logan, 
Your grammar ’s very queer. 

And when they catch your syntax, 
The angels drop a tear, 

Your subjects, Logan, and your verbs 
They rarely do agree; 

And your imperfect ’s often ‘‘ done” 
When ‘‘did” would better be. 

I don’t see how you do it all, 
Unless you really try— 

Won’t you tell me why, Logan? 
Won’t you tell me why? 

Can’t you tell me why, Logan? 
Oh, can’t you tell me why? 


And when you make a speech, Logan, 
With blaniac fire and dash, 

You knock the old vernac, Logan, 
To everlasting smash. 

Your negatives are doubled all; 
Your ‘ thoses ” all are ‘‘ thems ”— 

And in the ear of rhetoric 
You hang Chicagoan gems. 

But tell me why you put it «*lay” 
When other men say ‘* lie ”— 

Won’t you tell me why, Logan? 
Won’t you tell me why? 


I sat the other night, Logan, 
A-listening to you; 

The ghost of Lindley M., Logan, 
It came right in my view. 

And then it stood upon its head, 
And kicked with zeal uncurbed, 

And tied its legs around its neck, 
And seemed to be disturbed. 

I wanted to inquire the cause, 
But I was feeling shy— 

Won’t you tell me why, Logan? 
Won’t you tell me why? 

Oh, can’t you tell me why, Logan? 
Can't you tell me why? 











PROSPECTIVE WORK. 
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MAN-OvT-OF-THE-BoAT.—‘‘ I say—you, there—throw me that rope—I’m sinking—quick—now!” 


TRAMP.—‘ Yes, an’ after I t’rowed de rope to yer, 


its jus’ like enough you’d want me to haul you in.” 
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DIDN'T HAVE A COACH-AND-FOUR AT THE STATION. 
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Ciry CuHap SmMitH.—*‘ Here we be, bag and baggage!” 
I warn’t lookin’ fur yer this summer ag’in!” 
C.C.S. (cool, calm and collectea).—‘*Oh, no matter; the walk from the station hasn’t hurt us!’ 


FARMER Botts.—‘‘ Gosh! 
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THE SEA-SERPENT. 


We have never doubted for a moment the 
existence of the sea-serpent, although we are 
aware that there are thousands of sensible people 
who question it. We trust, however, that now 
their doubts will be set entirely at rest by the 
news from Boston in last Tuesday’s N. Y. Sun, 
which gives a most circumstantial account of 
the appearance of the terrible monster to six 
residents of Georgetown, Mass. The only fea- 
ture of the story that makes us a little dubious 
is the fact of the news being dated June 39th; 
but the quality of the whiskey affected by the 
correspondent may have had something to do 
with it. 

After careful inquiry we find the narrative to 
be something like the following: The six men 
started out from Boston in an open boat for the 
purpose of crossing the Atlantic and catching 
whales. There was a fair wind, and it was blow- 
ing fresh when one man turned toward another 
and asked what land it was they were nearing. 
Now, as they were at least ten days’ sail from 
the Irish coast, there could not be any land in 
the vicinity. They soon discovered that what 
they had taken to bea high rocky coast was an 
enormous sea-serpent three miles long, with a 
mouth as large as the Grand Central Dépét. 
In another moment the boat and its crew were 
swallowed up by the monster. In their new 
lodgings the men naturally entered into con- 
versation on politics; but so soon as the brute 
heard them say that John Kelly had gone to 
Chicago, he was taken with a fit of nausea, and 
he immediately ejected the boat and its crew, 
which made the best of its way back to Boston. 

No faith should be placed in any other ver- 
sion of this story. 








WHAT THE TROUBLE WAS. 





“It wasn’t rum; no, indeed, it was not,’ mur- 
mured the demoralized prize-fighter, as he lay 
on his downy couch, with his head swathed in 
snowy linen bandages: ‘‘I could not spar. I 
had not the heart to do it. I was upset. I will 
just tell how this thing happened. I was not 
drunk, mind you; I was just sad, that was all. 
Well, you see, it was just this way. I came to 
New York and I met a friend, and says he to 
me: ‘Suppose we have a lemonade?’ ‘All 
right,’ says I, and we drank it, and nothing 
more is said. 


| concerned, about the cheapest kind of a Re- 





“Then he wants to pay, and I felt it wasn’t | 
right as he should. You see it couldn’t have 
been rum, as it was only lemonade we had. 
Now, I am not the kind of man to allow another 
man to pay for my drinks with impunity. I | 
said I didn’t like it; but he would pay, and there | 
I was. It made me feel as if life wasn’t worth | 
having. It took all the strength out of me. I | 
put it to you, how can you expect a man to feel 
in good trim when he gets all broke up because 
another man insists on paying for his lemonade ? 
Oh, I wasn’t drunk—it wasn’t rum, indeed it 
wasn’t.” 

* Zenobia,” said the gladiator to the wife of 
his bosom, after the reporter had withdrawn: 
“what is my share of the gate-money for the 
fight that I did not fight last night ?”’ 

“ Just five thousand dollars, my pet.” 

“ Well, put it in the bank, my dove.” 

“ All right, deary; and now go tosleep, sweet 
love, and don’t feel so sensitive in future.’? 








A CouNTER-BLOw—A young lady arguing 
with a female clerk about two cents change. 


SOME PHILOSOPHER says: “Everybody sees 
the cloud on the horizon, but who thinks of the 
clear blue sky above it?”? Why, the boy who 
has just succeeded in climbing over a base-ball 
fence undetected. 


Tue Herald is building two steam-launches 
in South Boston called the Herald and the 7td- 
gram. It is supposed that they will be used 
for bringing across the Atlantic Parisian and 
Viennese news to be converted into special 
cable-dispatches on arrival here. 


GREAT DISSATISFACTION was expressed by the 
Blaine and Logan Pioneer Club, last evening, 
at the “dearth of good cheap daily Republican 
newspapers in this city.”” We can not say much 
about the goodness; but, so far as cheapness is 


publican newspaper we know is the New York 
Trilsne. 


Hoyv_e FOR HEADQUARTERS. 
Police Commissioners— Four of a kind. 
Captains —Flush; will beat almost anything. 


Detectives—Full hands. 
The Public—Jacks. 





Now, Justice, show your hand! 


“THE SOUL OF BLAINE.” 


** A shrill yell as of thousands of wild animals went through the 
hall * * * * It was the soul of Blaine abroad among the people.” 
—N. ¥. Tribune, June 6th, 1884. 


PSEUDONYMOUS, COURTEOUS AND 
ITALIC, 
BANGOR, June 25th, 1884, 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I must waste two cents and my time long enough to 
say your sizcere Democratic views are so much worsely 
exhibited than usual in this week’s issue, that I would 
suggest you would stick to your advertised principles, 
and not yield to such low dlackguardism against the 
‘* people's candidate” just from fersonal spite. I stood 
a little of it, but zow am disgusted, and have stopped 
purchase .of such grovelling humor (?) as expressed in 
your pages. Mind you, such is #o¢ calculated to increase 
your subscription-list in ¢#zs part of the United States. 

Sorrowfully, «¢ Buzz,” 








Auswers for the Aurion, 


MorseE.—None. 

G. R. B.—Thanks. 

L. v. M.—All right. 

S. G. B.—We will see. 


L. MILWARD.—Come and get it. We don’t want it. 
Only bring some disinfecting fluid along, if you wish to 


take it home with you. It will die soon, 


CLaupius R, C.—What’ll we give you if we use your 
poem? Well, Claudius, we'll tell you. Come out with 
us into the silent and all but impenetrable wildwood. 
Come with us into the dark and hollow heart of the 
forest. Come with us when the winds are low, and the 
sun has sunk to rest. We have a secret to whisper to 
you; but no mortal ear but yours may hear it. Hist! 
was that the whippoorwill? Nay, it was but the creaking 
of the chains as the skeleton swung to and fro upon 
yonder gibbet. Claudius—shiver not, boy—’twas naught 
but the raven as he sits upon the whitening skull and 
pecks at the dead man’s eyes—Claudius, if we use that 
poem—mind you, 7/—we say #/—if we use that poem, 
we will give you—well, Claudius, we wili take you right 
out here and give you such a licking as no poet ever got 
since Chaos yearned for Martin Farquhar Tupper. 


L. R. L.—Your letter came too late to be answered 


last week: 
HARRISBURGH, Pa., July 1st, 1884. 
To the Editor of Puck.—Sir: 

If it is not asking an impertinent question—that bug- 
bear of correspondents—may I ask you to solve a problem 
which has been exciting my feminine mind (we Aave 
minds, Mr. Editor!) for some time. I greatly admire a// 
your cartoons, of course, whether ‘ plain or colored,” but 
I have been most attracted by the fresh, buoyant humor 
of some of Mr. Opper’s sketches, and especially by the 
series in Puck of last week, called «* A Son’s Miscalcu- 
lations”.—a very cachinnatory croguis. And now for 
my impertinent question—which you must pardon toa 
woman's curiosity—I want to know who—is it Mr, Opper 
or is he ‘‘ assisted ” who writes the legends or inscriptions 
in and under his pictures? They are often the best part 
of the composition, and I have often been greatly amused 
by their droll, epigrammatic cleverness, which lingers 
in the fancy. Pray overlook my fault—if I have com- 
mitted one—and gallantly answer a woman’s question, 
thereby making one of Puck’s friends your debtor. 

Louise R, LinpsAy. 


Miss Louise, you will pardon us if we ask you to touch 
the harp gently. The ‘ cachinnatory croguis’’ you re- 
fer to was not drawn by Mr. Opper. It was the work of 
the gentleman who finds the noble name of Zimmerman 
too much for him, and has given away the last two-thirds 
of it in charity. Your question, however, is not imperti- 
nent; but quite natural. Asarule, the epigrammatic and 
clever business is done right here, in this office, and the 
Art Department has to send down and borrow a bucket- 
But it is a startling fact that 
This goes 


ful of it from time to time. 
Mr. Opper does make his own ‘ captions.” 
far toward proving the theory, hitherto rejected as too 
wildly painful, that artists actually reason. It is neverthe- 
less a fact. And we may further remark that the labor 


does not fatigue Mr. Opper. 
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JOHN A. L¥ 


“You call it the dirty work of the Democratic Party to catch fugitive slaves for the Southern pee 
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je E are willing to perform that dirty work.” — ohn A. Logan, in the Illinois State Legislature, Dec. gth, 1859. 
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MR. BRADLAUGH AND HIS OATH. 





The British courts have decided that Mr. Bradlaugh can not sit in | 
the House of Commons, because he did not take the oath in accordance 
with the practice of Parliament. ‘That method, it appears; is to go- 
through the performance of catching the Speaker’s eye on the fly, and, 
having caught it, to swear on the Bible that you will never consent to 
see the British royal family suffering for the want of money or atten- 
tion. ‘These may not be the exact words, but that is what they mean. 
Mr. Bradlaugh was willing to do this; but then a majority of the House 
would not let him, and he consequently found himself with a large and 
extensive seat right outside the House—so extensive as to be bounded 
only by the whole of the sea-coast of Great Britain. 

Mr. Bradlaugh must certainly feel a little disappointed at the result , 
of the decision. It is true, he had not any very profound respect for | 
an oath; and if he took it at all to oblige anybody, he at least thought | 
he had the privilege of swallowing the nauseous draught according to 
his own taste and fancy. So Mr. Bradlaugh hid himself behind a bench, 
and, when nobody was looking, he darted suddenly up to the table, 
administered the oath to himself, signed a declaration, and then took his 
seat. But, as the whole world now knows, he could not retain it. 

Now, of course, Mr. Bradlaugh swore just as much to himself as if 
he had caught the Speaker’s eye. But, after all, it is not pricisely the 
same thing. A man can not be permitted to take an oath without any- | 
body knowing anything about it. If it were so, everybody might have 
an excuse for doing anything that was unexpected. 

“JT am very sorry,” the Queen might say: “but I took a private 
little oath of my own not to give away more this year than fifty cents in 
charity.” | 

| 

“Can’t help it,” the defeated prizé-fighter may say, after he has 
succumbed to the Marquis of Queensberry rules: “I swore last night, 
in the solitude of my bedchamber, that I would be knocked out.” 

‘The stock-broker who “ busts ”’ will have the same excuse: “ I made 
a solemn vow that on this date I'd just let things go. I didn’t want to; 
but a man can’t go back on his oath. I don’t suppose any one saw me 
make it; but I did it, and here I am.” 

It will thus be seen that administering a private oath to one’s self 
and carrying it out has more inconveniences than advantages. 








THE SOCIAL PILLAR SHAM. 


[XVIIL] 


HAVE just returned from a long 
and pleasant reunion and two- 
handed reminiscence with an old- 
time friend, whose face I had not 
seen for nearly twenty years. Dur- 
ing that time he has been in the 
Penitentiary, and I, having been 
more discreet, have been less 
hampered. ‘Thus our paths have 
led us through different walks of 
life. At least, mine has. 

We were comparing notes yes- 
terday, and, among other things, 
the conversation drifted toward 
the subject of real and apparent 

40+ wealth. My friend, prior to his 

“~* -=~" ——*~ retirement, had been engaged in 

the wholesale burgling trade and general grand-larceny business, and 

his experience had sharpened his judgement and knowledge of human 
nature. I call to mind, now, several of his maxims. 

Among others, he made it a rule never to follow a man very far 
who bought strawberries in January. He said that wealthy people were 
not the ones who bought the highest-priced seats to hear Patti, or ate 
green-peas for Christmas, 

It is the James Crow aristocrat and nickel-plated social favorite 
with the tinfoil-back diamond in his only shirt who buys things be- 
cause they are high, and gets side-tracked at Sing Sing, with ten years 
for repentance. 

I wish that I had a voice like a fog-horn, that I might sit on the 
corner of a cloud and proclaim to the world that the man who sits up 
nights to knock his neighbors cold with envy is liable to get a chance 
to recover his lost sleep under the gentle guardianship of the State and 
the statutes in such case made and provided. 

Fewer people are actually fooled by hand-me-down pomp than is 
generally surmised. ‘Those who have arrived at years of discretion, as 














a general rule, call to mind from twenty-seven to thirty-nine people in 
their own horizon who‘have sought to get there, but stepped on some- 
thing while in transit, and fell with a sickening thud. 

This should teach us to be what we seem. Only a few months ago 


a young man who occupied a fifteen-dollar seat at the opera fainted, 


and when they had carried him out and worked over him for some 


time, and they were beginning to be alarmed and overhauled him a 
little, they found that his shirt-bosom was pinned to his vest, and his 


| cuffs were pinned to the inside of the sleeves of his spike-tail coat, be- 


cause there was nothing else to pin to, and he only wore one sock! 

Little do we know of the actual suffering that is going on all 
around us. Do you think it hurts my sensitive nature to be frowned 
upon by the proud and haughty milkman’s alternate, as he rudely jostles 
me on his way to the dress-circle, while I joyously climb to the peanut- 
gallery, softly humming to myself “‘ Empty is the Cradle, Baby ’s Gone,” 
or a bar from some other great oratorio? Not exactly. I am not 
sensitive in that way. I could sell a block of stock in my New Jerusa- 
lem mine, and borrow a breech-loading spy-glass, and sit in the bald- 
headed row myself, if 1 wanted to; but I’d rather not occupy a seat in 
a mixed company. I’d rather sit among business-suits that are paid for 
than swallow-tails that will have to be returned the next day. 

I may be peculiar that way. Perhaps it’s plebeian and vulgar, but 
it’s comfortable. Really, we need as much reform in society as we do 
in politics. If I hadn’t so much to attend to myself, I’d organize a 
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— Strawberries in Fanuary.— 


two-dollar reform in this line; and I have no doubt that, with my bril- 
liant social record and personal magnetism, I could elevate society sev- 
eral degrees Fahrenheit. 

Society is too apt to infer that the riff-raff and the common herd 
are fooled and blinded by the glare and glitter of rented clothes and 
prize-package jewelry. 

On behalf of the riff-raff and common herd, I desire to state that 
we are not. We find that by wearing blue-glass goggles we can out- 
glare a diamond as big as a cut-glass ink-stand. Let us remember that 
clothes do not make the man. It is the head and heart that make the 
man; though, of course, he should also see that he has a good, light- 
running and durable liver. He ought also to have a stomach which 
will not crave watermelons in January, and snow-birds in August, at 
thirty days. BiLt Nye, 








SEERSUCKER, a whole suit of which weighs only a little more than a pound, is made 
in Calcutta of silk and sea island cotton.—Boston Post. 

This is all wrong. ‘The seersucker, from which the popular light- 
weight Summer-suit is made, never saw Calcutta, unless Calcuttas are as 
plentiful in the United States as Romes and Parises. The average seer- 
sucker is made in Rhode Island and New Jersey, and never was nearer 
British India than the dime-museum Zulu was to South Africa; and 
that was not very near, for the average museum Zulu warrior is a na- 
tive-born New Yorker, who has not even seen Ireland. 





THE MAN who runs for office on the Greenback ticket is seldom, 
if ever, elected. But he receives a good advertisement, and it never 
costs him much for electioneering, as it requires but one bottle of beer 
to treat the entire Greenback Party. 





THE SONG OF THE BANK-CASHIER—“ My Canada, My Canada!” 
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«“"TIS OF THEE.” 





Knight of the pluméd crest, 

I mean Jim Blaine! 
Knight who art spotless drest, 

I mean Jim Blaine! 
Knight of the record high, 
Clear as the cloudless sky, 
For thee the people sigh: 

I mean Jim Blaine! 


Knight of the winning tongue, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
On thee our hopes are hung, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
Sad were our hearts that day, 
When ran the ring away, 
As whiskey moistened clay: 
I mean Jim Blaine! 


Knight of the mailéd road, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
Who tracked the prairie broad, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
All that our land can grant 
To give our great we pant, 
Vote though for thee we can’t: 
I mean Jim Blaine! 


Come when the poll shall close, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
And see who then gets froze, 
I mean Jim Blaine! 
Then wish thy policy, 
*¢ Vigorous” though it be, 
Gone with monopoly: 
I mean Jim Blaine! E. J. D. 








STORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE MAN. 





He was the shabbiest man I ever saw. His 
shoes were broke at the sides and toes, his trou- 
sers were a startling piece of crazy patch-work, 


he had no coat worth speaking of, and his hat | 


was an ancient, rusty relic of by-gone years, 
with scars enough to lead me to wonder if it 
had been in a powder-mill explosion, or had 
gone through a threshing-machine. This man 
looked as if he had passed through all the 
trouble in the world, and had turned around 
and was coming back the same route. He came 
into my office so quietly that I was hardly aware 
of his presence until he dropped into a vacant 
chair, put one of his feet on my writing-table, 
and began to cut his finger-nails with my knife. 

I looked up at him in an inquiring way, and 
saw a countenance deeply marked by sadness, 
He did not speak for a moment, but brushed a 
tear away from the end of his nose with a tat- 
tered sleeve. Then, after a deep, broad sigh 
that seemed to shake his whole frame, he began 
the following sad and curious story: 

“You see that I have been an unfortunate 
man. Even my father before me was born to 
misfortune. He was sent out to Central Africa 
as a missionary, and the heathens ate him up 
before he had a chance to look around and see 
the country. They didn’t even allow him to 
be cooked in the manner he most desired. 
They boiled him, when, if he had been per- 
mitted any choice in the matter, he would have 
been served in a pot-pie. Those heathens sat 
unmoved, with cold, stony countenances and 
cast-iron hearts, and heard him pleading to be 
baked in a pot-pie. They were determined to 
boil him, and boil him they did. A heathen who 
was afterward converted, and who related the 
sad particulars of the affair, said that he was the 
only one of the dinner-party who was touched 
by my father’s pleadings. He told me, with 
deep emotion, that all the time he was picking 
the wish-bone of my revered ancestor he was 
shedding tears from thinking how much happier 
the poor missionary would have died had he 
been assured that he was going into a pot-pie. 

“My first business venture was keeping a 
hotel. I had never had any experience in the 
hotel business, except that [ had boarded at 


= 


one a month or two; but you know that about 
everybody thinks he can keep a hotel. It was 
a nice village hotel with twenty rooms, I got 


after I opened and announced in the local paper 
that my house was first-class in all its appoint- 
ments, nine first cousins, seven second cousins 
and my mother-in-law, with four of her boys and 
three of her girls, came to visit me, and brought 
a big lot of baggage. We had to double ’em 
up a little to find room for’em all, but we finally 
got ’em pretty comfortably fixed. People said 
I seemed to be starting off with a full house, 
and, to tell you the truth, I was. A day or 
two later, when a Philadelphia drummer came 
along and wanted to stop with me, I had no 
room for him in the house, and had to fix him 
up a cot in the wood-shed loft, and that made 
him about half mad. And the next morning, 
when he had to wait for the second table, he 
was madder still. These Philadelphia drum- 
mers are all mighty hard to please, as you will 
soon find out if you ever keep a hotel. 

“ After the drummer, it was a week or more 
before I had another transient guest, and he 
only stayed for dinner, and went away and for- 
got to pay for it. I began to get a little dis- 
couraged. It seemed to me that, after all, 
maybe I wasn’t intended by the great architect 
of the universe to keep a hotel. But all my rel- 
| atives appeared to be well pleased with the 

house and the accommodations, and one or two 
of my wife’s cousins came down from the next 
county, adding a little more variety to the com- 
pany, and necessitating a little more doubling 
up. After that things moved along sort of quiet 
until the sheriff came in one day and took the 
| hotel off my hands. I didn’t care much about 

the change. I was convinced by that time that 
| I didn’t know how to keep a hotel. 
| “Well, the next thing I tried was ostrich- 
| farming. I had read somewhere that there 
were millions of money in raising ostriches. I 
went to a kind, rich old aunt and asked for two 
thousand dollars. I went to my aunt because 
folks said I was a sluggard, and the best written 





a miserly old uncle of mine to go on my note | 
for enough to give me a start. Well, the day | 
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authority in the world advises the sluggard to 
go to his aunt. My aunt lent me the money I 
asked for, and I bought a pair of fine-appearing 
ostriches and put them on a little place I rented 
in the country. I paid them the most careful 
attention, and waited patiently for them to be- 
gin business. As you are aware, no doubt, the 
ostrich is a beautiful bird with a great deal of 
daylight under him and a most ungovernable 
desire for food inside of him. If you never 
kept an ostrich, you can have but a poor idea 
of what a hearty eater he is. I was bothered a 
little at first to find out what sort of provisions 
suited the tastes of the birds best; but, by mak- 
ing a few experiments, I discovered that they 
were fonder of tenpenny-nails than anything 
else, unless it was gimlets, 

“It would have made your heart ache to see 
them eat gimlets; but gimlets were costly and 
I couldn’t afford them such fare more than 
once or twice a week. I had to hold them 
down pretty regularly to tenpenny-nails, and 
they used to eat about half a keg a day. Nails 
were high that season, and after I had fed 
those ostriches about four months, and hadn’t 
seen an egg—hadn’t even heard a premonitory 
cackle-—I began to get discouraged. I began 
to have a suspicion that the man who had writ- 
ten so glowingly about the great profits of 
ostrich-farming was lying for amusement, or 
had ostrich-eggs to sell. One day, after I had 
fed my ostriches about six months, at a cost of 
perhaps four hundred and fifty dollars, and 
hadn’t observed any inclination on their part 
to make a nest and go into busimess, a traveling 
showman came along and told me something 
that struck me dumb with surprise. He told 
me that both of my ostriches were rooster 
ostriches. I never felt so much discouraged 
before in my life, It came upon me with one 
crushing blow that the man who had sold me 
those birds had taken a mean advantage of my 
ignorance. I had confided in him, and he had 
basely deceived me. I was so discouraged and 
disgusted that I sold the birds to the showman 
for eighty dollars, a sacrifice on my part of one 
| thousand nine hundred and twenty dollars, to 











THIS BULLETIN BUSINESS. 
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say nothing of cost of feed and 
time fooled away. 

“T gave up my little place in 
the country, and bought the good 
will and fixtures of a village un- 
dertaker—‘ funeral directors’ they 
call themselves now. He seemed 
to be doing a very good business, 
That season, up to the time I 
bought him out, had beena great | 
one for cholera morbus, and the | 
old hearse had been out nearly 
every day. 
biggest kind of a bargain. I gave 
the old hearse a fresh coat of 
paint, and announced through 
the columns of the local paper 
that I was ready for business. 
Well, the bottom seemed to just 
fall right out. I sat around for 
days and days, and didn’t get an 
order. It just looked as if every- 
body had made up their mind to 
live for spite, because I’d gone 
into the business. Fate appeared 
to be against me right straight 
along. It was high time for the 
most sanguine and hopeful man | 
to begin to be discouraged. To  , 
add to my already heavy burden 
of despair, the young cucumber- | 
blossoms were eaten off by some | 
sort of a New England bug, and_, 
the only drug-store in the place | 








was closed for want of patronage. 
“TI had about made up my 
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him hold fast, and, with a prayer, 
led the animal to the water’s edge. 
They plunged in, swam bravely 
for a time, then were seen to 
struggle and go down. 

“Oh, think, Mr. Bergh,” said 
the excited and pitying lady: 
“just think what must have been 
the feelings of that mother as she 
saw her darling child lost in the 
depths of that black water!”? 

“True, oh, too true,” sighed 
Mr. Bergh: “But did you ever 
think, my dear lady, what must 
have been the feelings of the 
mule ?””—Chicago Tribune. 

A WRITER in Nature on the sub- 
ject of “Unconscious Bias in 
Walking”? shows that in some 
cases it may be very marked. Es- 
pecially in returning home after 
a banquet, where there was a feast 
of reason and a flow of one thing 
and another. But it is not called 
“unconscious bias in walking” 
in this country. It is called 
“whooping it up with the boys.” 
—WNorristown Herald. 

A STOCK-YARDS urchin thought- 
lessly ejaculated, while at the 
breakfast-table: ‘Oh, dear, how 
I sweat!’ quite to the horror of 
a youthful and very precise aunt, 
who reproved him for making 
use of so inelegant and impolite 
a term. 

“Oh, yes, I know all about it,’’ 








mind to get up and go, whena_ | 
miserly old millionaire that my 

predecessor had had his eyes on for three or 
four years was taken to his bed with what the 


doctor called spinal meningitis. I thought that | 


ought to fetch him, if there was anything in a 
name, and I began to feel more happy —to look 
more on the bright side, as it were. It sort of 
seemed to me that at last business was going to 
take a turn for the better. Well, in the course 
of a day or two the old man died, or at least they 
said he died, not being fully acquainted with 
his peculiarities, and they came for me to go 
out and measure him for a six-hundred-and-fifty- 
dollar outfit. ‘That braced me up wonderfully. 
When I got the silver-mounted outfit in the old 
hearse, and started out after the corpse, whistling 
«“ There is a land that is fairer than this,” why, 
I just felt as light-hearted as a bird. How do 
you think I felt when I reached the home of 
the deceased and found that mean old skinflint 
sitting out on the porch fanning himself with a 
palm-leaf? While the preparations were going 
on to bury him, he’d got out of the ice-box, 
with the remark that he thought it was a pretty 
cold day for August, and had gone down-stairs 
and ordered an underdone beef-steak and a cup 
of strong coffee. I was taken all aback when 
I saw him sitting there alive, and I with that 
expensive coffin on my hands. 

“He was an uncommon long and narrow 
man, too, and a coffin made for him wouldn’t 
fit one man in a hundred. I saw at once that 
unless I could sell him the coffin I was a ruined 


man. I offered it to him at a great sacrifice; | 


but he raised all sorts of objections. Said he 
didn’t like it, anyway; that the trimmings were 
not in the latest style, and that if he bought a 
coffin then he might lose four or five years’ use 
of the money. I saw that there wasn’t any pos 
sibility of me making a compromise with him, 
so I drove home and put the coffin in the gar- 
ret, feeling pretty well satisfied that I’d have 
him before long. Well, I waited a year and a 
half, and then what do you suppose that old 
skinflint did? Why, he, left directions to his 
heirs and assigns to give his trade to another 
undertaker. It made me so mad that I just 
sold out the business for a song, and I haven’t 


had the heart to try anything like business 
since.” 

Thus my visitor concluded, and, putting my 
| knife in his pocket in an abstracted sort of way, 
| he went out into the cold and pitiless world. 
| A little while later I noticed that my new um- 
brella and my light overcoat that had hung in 
the hall had gone out into the cold and pitiless 
world also, Scott Way. 











PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


You were a naughty beauty, Polly, 
(That was in the play,) 

I was the lover melancholy; 
(That was in the play,) 

And when your fan and you receded, 

And all my passion lay unheeded, 

If still with tender words I pleaded— 
That was in the play! 


I met my rival at the gateway, 
(‘That was in the play,) 
And so we fought a duel straightway ; 
(That was in the play.) 
But when Jack hurt my arm unduly, 
And you rushed over, softened newly, 
And kissed me, Polly! Truly, truly, 
Was that in the play? 
—Louise Imogen Guiney, 


Mark Twain tells this story of Mr. Bergh: 
A lady was talking with Mr. Bergh one day, 
and chanced to speak of a friend of hers who 
had lately been traveling out West. In crossing 
the frontier it became necessary that the father, 
mother and three children should cross a some- 
what swollen ford. ‘Their only beast of burden 
was a mule. So the father placed two of the 
children on its back, then plunged in and led 
the beast in with him. Itswam obediently be- 
hind him, and all reached the other shore in 
safety. At the man’s bidding the intelligent 


were waiting to cross. ‘The mother, fearing to 
put too heavy a burden on the already tired 
animal, put only the child upon its back, bade 





mule returned to where the mother and child | 





he replied in an impatient man- 
ner and petulant tone: “horses sweat, men 
and women perspire, but giddy young things 
like you only glow.—Chicago Sun, 
“"TELEMACHUS, don’t let me hear you laugh- 
ing at a woman again because she can’t sharpen 
a pencil, When you want something in that line 
to laugh at, do you just contemplate a man cut- 
ting out a paper pattern with a pair of scissors, 
by the united efforts of his right hand, lower 


| jaw and two-thirds of his tongue.””—Burlington 
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Hawkeye. 

Miss Mary ANDERSON starts for Italy next 
week “ to gather fresh inspiration.”? While there, 
we hope Dr. Ham. Griffin will discover how 
they put the holes in the macaroni, and let us 
know.—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tilegraph. 

Now they have taken to making candy from 
petroleum, which is evidently what Mr. Arnold 
had in view when he uttered his famous dictum 
concerning Sweetness and Light. — Rochester 
Post-Express. 

A MEMBER of the Crib Club informs us that 
“ Patsey Shepard has brought over a new light- 
weight.” An English coal-dealer, we suppose. 
— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 

“THE oldest inhabitant is usually a man,” 
says an exchange. But it needn’t be so if 
women would only stand up to their ages.— 
Burlington Free Press, 

A StracE-CoacH— The Prompter.—Boston 
Post, 


—Pipe is Pipa in Swedish, pfeife in German, fzjf in 
Dutch, pide in Danish, pi~e in French, fiva in Italian, 
pib in Welsh, fiod or duhdeen in Irish, and the best to- 
bacco for all is Blackwell’s Durham Long Cut, the Dur- 
ham Bull types a brand whose purity is proved by the 
millions of smokers. 





CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 
Numbers 6, 8, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53, 


| 54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109, 122 and 


141 of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 
cents per copy. 
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COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR, ROAD USE 


36R) CATALOGUE 


THEPOPE MFC CO. 
597 WASHN ST.,BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANOH HOUSE, i2 Warren St., NEW YORK. 





Address 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


. F: GUNTHER Oonfestioner 
” 8 Madison St., Chicago. ° 
















Established 18388. 


Fadaanenn & Moelich, 


863 Canal St., N. Y., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 
Price-list Free. 

Repairing a Specialty. 
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THE small boy stands 
Beside the pool, 

And with his hands 
The waters cool 


He feels. 


He lingers not, 
Nor time does waste— 
The weather ’s hot— 
And with great haste 
He peels. 
—Boston Post. 


HE was a married man, blessed—or the oppo- 
site, as the reader may determine—with an ex- 
tremely jealous wife. One evening, not long 
since, he seized a chance opportunity to do es- 
cort to a charming miss of sweet sixteen, whose 
blue eyes and dark drooping lashes exercised a 
glamour over every man who happened to come 
within range of their charm, At last her home 
was reached, and, as they paused at the gate, 
the maiden turned her lovely orbs full upon 
him and said: 

“T’m so grateful for your kindness, sir!” 

“Don’t mention it, I beg of you!” he ejacu- 
lated, gallantly. 

Very likely the unsophisticated maiden mis- 
understood the motive of his remark, for she 
quickly answered in a reassuring tone: 

“Oh, I certainly won’t, sir, as long as I live, 
if you don’t wish me to!””—Lowell Citizen, 

An exchange suggests that, as Blaine is a 
“smart” man and a ‘magnetic’? man, those 
who follow him are of the same kind. But we 
would humbly suggest that in magnetism like 
currents repel and unlike attract. Hence.— 
Boston Post. 





NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


“A WONDERFUL SET OF CHEAP MUSIC BOOKS.” 
HITCHCOCK’S famous 
25 CENT SONG COLLECTIONS, 
with music for piano, organ or melodeon. Twelve books now ready, each 
128 large pages. Sold over counter at 25 cents each; by mail 33 cents. 


B. W. HITCHCOCK, Sun Building, 166 Nassau St. 


ONLY FOR MOTH PATCHES, FREC- 
KLES AND TAN, 

} Use Perry’s Motu Anp Freckie Lotion, 

Ir Is REvriaBie. 


FOR PIMPLES ON THE FACE, 


Blackheads and Fleshworms, 

Ask your Druggist for PERRY’S COME- 
DONE and Pimple Remedy, the infallible 
skin medicine. Send for circular. 

BRENT GOOD & CO., 
57 Murray Street, New York. 














sour PIANOS «:: 
Square Pl 


Reveived First Prize mage § Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 1876 

Received First ave at Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
881 and 1882. 

The great success bone popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CoO., 
Nos. 149 to 155 East (4th Street, New Yorke 
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WALTHAM 
WATCHES. 


RICHEST ASSORTMENT OF 
Watches and 









LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 
IF YOU WISH TO OBTAIN A U. S. OR FOREIGN 


67. PATENT 184 


Address J. H. ALEXANDER, Attorney-at-Law, 607 7th, Wash- 
ington, D. C. Send for HINTS TO INVENTORS. 





CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE, 
oldest Baby Carriage Factory in the world. 
Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
‘ CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 
Ue) indorsed b B. B 

aNSip y J. rewster & Co., of 25th St., 
NAVY Dr. Shrady and others, 1s perfect in be cotton 

= tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloci- 
pedes, Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles, &c. Wholesale and Retail 
Catalogues free. Open evenings. Sole agents for Tally-ho Sulky. 

569 Third Avenue, near 37th Street, 

NEW YORK CITY. 


AGENTS for an article necessary in every household. Salary or 
commission. Outfit gratis. S. Lubin, 287 N. 8 St., Phila. 








S. PLAYING CARDS, 


THE MOST PERFECT GOODS EVER OFFERED. 


THDBESD, ROUND annua 
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EVERY PACK IN ans BOX. 
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The Russell & Morgan Printing Co.’s New Playing Card Factory, 
Sixth Street, Eggleston Avenue, and Lock Street. 


SPORTSMAN’S AND ARMY AND NAVY. 


The Best Cards ever made anywhere or at any price. 


VICTOR E. MAUGER, General Agent, Cincinnati, O. 
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**See What Cuticura Does for Me!’’ 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 
Eczemas, and every form of Itching, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofu- 
lous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the Curicura Remepigs. Adsolutely 
pureand safe. Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts., and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, $1, are 
sold by druggists. Potter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bae Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


- POCKET MOSQUITO BAR. 


” (Holden’s Patent.) 


» 
: * No discomfort in wearing day or night. No 
trouble to put on, convenient to carry, Try 
one unless you are mosquito proof, 

Sample by mail, $1. Worth $1 per 
day in mosquito season, 


THOS. KANE & CoO., 
Chicago Ill. 


Brown’s French Dressing. 
THE ORIGINAL! BEWARE OF IMITATIONS! 
AWARDED HIGHEST PRIZE AND 
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PARIS EXPOSITION, 1878. 


FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 


LIGHT DURABLE FABRICS FOR 


SUMMER WEAR, 
NEWEST SHADES AND MATERIALS, 


MODERATE PRICES. 
Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


FR AWSON'S(acict00U. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
Theindividual wearing it will not be i of its p 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free . 
Sold by Drnggists. (Every Bandage\ S, E. G. RAWSON, Patentee 
Sent by mail safely. ( Gawaiesed. ) Saratoga Springs, N. : 














Elegant Satin Cards, name on, 1oc., Present with 3 packs, 
50 joc. AETNA PRINTING CO., Northford, Ct. 





JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


Y0L0 Br ALL DEALERS THRovUGHOUT IyE WORLO, 
GOLDMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 








NOTICE. 
Numbers 6, 8, 9, 10, 16, 25, 2u, 83, 88, 45, 46, 
50, 53, 54, 56, 60, 62, 77,79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 
108, 109, 122 and 141 of English Puck will be bought 


WE SMELL YOU, JIMMY BLAINE. 


In December last, a poet whose name is famil- 
iar in every State of the Union, offered to the 
Utica Observer a piece of verse with the above 
title: “We Smell You, Jimmy Blaine.” It at- 
tracted attention at the time, and we have re- 
ceived requests to have it reprinted since 
Blaine’s nomination for the Presidency. We 
herewith comply. The poet did not attach his 
name to his production, and we do not feel at 
liberty to divulge the authorship, 


The haunted deer will powder smell 
Before the blood-hounds bay, 

And he who hunts the White House well 
Must watch the windward way; 

Just now the winds begin to blow 
From out the woods of Maine, 

And though your form is hiding low, 
We smell you, Jimmy Blaine! 


We may not always see you, James, 
You dive so slyly down 

In water murkier than the Thames 
That flows by London town. 

But though your form is hid from sight, 
Nor tracks nor sounds remain, 

Still, in the tell-tale breath of night, 
We smell you, Jimmy Blaine! 


When Garfield in the harness breached, 
And backward flung his ears, 

And Murat howled and Whitelaw screeched, 
To play upon his fears, 

You gravely said you “didn’t know” 
Who pulled the unseen rein— 

You wondered why he balked, but, oh! 
We smelt you, Jimmy Blaine! 


We can not always hear you, Jim, 
Your prudent lips are dumb, 

_ Where paths are dark and lights are dim, 
And jobbers go and come. 

You made your millions in a day, 
But never could explain— 

The devil only knew the way: 
He knows you, Jimmy Blaine! 


The perfume peddler of the night 

May sleep within the swale, 
While lingering in the morning light, 

His memory haunts the gale; 
And when your body finds repose 

Among the pines of Maine, ¢ 
We wonder if the public nose 

Will smell you, Jimmy Blaine? 

— Unica Observer. 

“TI HEAR you intend to send your two sons 
to college?” said Alpha to Omega. 

“Yes,” replied Omega: “I have entered 
them at X College.” 

“Why, gracious, man!’’ almost shrieked Al- 
pha: “you might as well throw your money 
away! X College is only a fourth-class in- 
stitution. It has never won a boat-race in the 
whole course of its existence, and can not boast 
a base-ball nine!””—Norristown Herald, 

Mr. D. R. Locke sent a telegram of con- 
gratulation to Mr. Blaine, adding: “I have not 
been so well pleased since my wedding-day.” 
The compliment looks ambiguous.— Boston Post. 

“TRusT men and they will trust you,” said 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, “‘T'rust men and they 
wili bust you,” says an ordinary, every-day busi- 
ness man.—Cincinnati Saturday Night. 


It is the custom among the French to kiss 
the forehead and not the lips. When the Amer- 
ican girls began to wear bangs they knew what 
they were about.—Boston Transcript. 

A NUMBER of Pennsylvania speculators, hav- 
ing a taste for high art, have been done in oil. 
—New Orleans Pwayune, 











If you make it a rule to flavor all your cold drinks with ten or 
fifteen drops of Angostura Bitters you will keep free from 


Summer Diseases and have your digestive organs in good order. - 


But be sure you get the genuine article, manufactured only by 





at this office at 10 cents per copy. 


Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


DR. SCOTT’S 
ELECTRIC BELTS, 


For Ladies and Gentlemen. 


Probably never, since the invention of Belts and Supporters, has 

been created as now exists for Dr. SCott’s 

eits. Over seven thousand ple in the city of 

lone ure now wearing them dally. They are recom. 

mended by the most learned Oe in the t it of all 
oral poh fom Ritoumatiarn, Poraivsis, Nou 
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There is no walling along time for results. Electro- etism 
acts quickly, generally the first week, more frequently the first day, 
and often even during the first hour they are worn thelr wonderful 

wers are felt. 
nd becomes active, the nerves and sluggish circulation 
are stimulated, and all the old-time health and good feeling come 
back. They are constructed on scientific principles, imparting an 
exhilarating, nen erns current to the whole system, 

The celebrated Dr. W. A. HAMMOND, of New York, formerly Sur 
geon-General of the U. 8. Army, lately lectured upon this subject, 
and advised all medical men to make trial of these agencies, 
describing at the same time most remarkable cures he had made 
even in cases which would seem hopeless. 


PRICE $3.00 ON TRIAL. 


ENTION THIS PAPER. 
Dr. Scott $1.00. 1,50, 2.00 and 8.00. 
Dr. Scorr’s ELECTRIC HAIR BRUSHES, $1.00, 1.50, 2.00, 2.60 & 8.00, 
Dr. Scorr’s ELKCTRIC FLESH BRUSHES, $3.00. 
Dr. Scott's ELECTRIC ToOTH BRUSH, 50c. 














Cloth of Gold. 


An excellent CIGARETTE 
after dinner. 


13 First Prize Medals, 


_W. S. Kimball & Co. 


F Agents wanted for authentic edition of 





his life.. Published at Augusta, his 

home. Largest, handsomest, cheap- 

est, best. By the renowned historian 
and biographer, Col. Conwell, whose life of Garfield, published 
by us, outsold the twenty othe s by 60,000. Outsells every book 
ever published in this world; many agents are selling fifty daily. 
Agents are making fortunes. All new beginners successful; grand 
chance for them; $43.50 made by a lady agent the first day. 
‘Terms most liberal. Particulars free. Ketter send 25 cents for 
postage, etc., on free outfit, now ready, including large prospec- 
tus book, and save valuable time. ALLEN & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


Print Your Own Gards'2* 


with our $3 Printing Press. Larger sizes 
for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. For young 
or old, business or pleasure. Everything 

[a easy, printed directions. Send 2stamps 
las for Catalogue of presses, Type, Cards, 


&c., &c., to the factory. Kelsey & Co,. Meriden, Conn. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

| right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 
solutely sure. Atonce address Truz & Co., Augusta Maine. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict | Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 
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DEN MUSEE. __55 West 23d Street. 

Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 

1 to 11. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors, 

—Trip round the World in Me pr eg Views—Concerts in the Winter’ 

Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 











Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. Y. 








‘the Presidential Campaign has opened, and Tue Sun is in- 
a to all who would intelligently follow the course of the 
Canvass. The Daily Sun reaches, by fast mail or express, all 
points within 400 calles of New York during business hours on the 
day of publication. Your newsdealer wiil supply it Peer on 
order, or we will send it by mail at 50 cents a month. Address 


I. W. ENGLAND, Publisher ‘Tue Sun,” 
New York City. 














PECK & SNYDERS 
CELEBRATED TENNIS 
Balls and Bats. 







ya new how gue Bat can- 
not surpassed. ice 
Wearesole makers ofthe 
lation Balbadopted by the U. 8. N. L. T. Association, Apri 5, 
1884, and by the Intercollegiate L. T. Association, 7, 1884. 
Just published the Playing Rules of Lawn Tennis, th ‘com 
plete catalogue of our popular goods, by mail, 10c. stamps. 


PEC & SNYDER, 126, 128, 130 Nassas St., N. ¥. 





DO YOU WANT A DOG? 

If so, send for DOG BUYERS’ 
GUIDE, Seueinteg, colored plates, 
100 breeds, @ 

rices “they are worth, and oe » ; 

uy them. Also, cuts of Do x 
nishing Goods of all kinds. ae { 
tions for Training Dogs and Breed- 
ing Ferrets. Mailed for rg cts. 


PHILADELPHIA —, 
237 8. Sth St. 





Ny TST QUICK IN ACTION: 


‘ WARY 


sein Fee Co. 


292 BROADWAY. NEW YORK 


iret ieenidiemns taitemensienemeen Peete tee ereemeie medics dieaied ice dicseidieeiniaemeenieietaniia ee 
VE ROOT BEER. 

| JMPROV! PR 5 gal Tort of ade- 

ss es and wholesome bever- 


Sold by all Druggists or sent by 
nse, 48 N. Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 





mail on receipt of 25c. ro 


IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 
TO PUCE. 


We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind’ your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book ot 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U. S., $1.00. 





KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N.Y. 





50: Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, to cents. Present 
with each pack,. TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 
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Mrs. Locan was a school-teacher; but it is 
evident that John played “ hookey”’ a good deal. 
—Boston Post. 


It is said that-an applicant for the vacancy 
in the State Board of Fish Commissioners based 
his qualifications for the position on the fact 
that he sold salt mackerel and codfish for fifteen 
years. He was certainly more familiar with the 
duties of the office than the average member of 
a Board of Fish Commissioners, and should 
have been appointed by the Governor.— Norris- 
town Herald. 


THE preparation of Mr, Blaine’s letter of ac- 
ceptance was seriously interrupted, the other 
day, by an impertinent mouse that ran across 
the floor, ‘The terrified lady dropped her pen, 
jumped up into her chair, and screamed lustily. 
It was some time before she could resume her 
work with that graceful vigor which character- 
ized her essay on the editor of the Chicago 
Tribune.— Chicago News. 


Mr. GOwEN says coal can be shipped from 
the mines to Boston much cheaper than it can 
be shipped from the mines to Philadelphia. 
Hence, if the Philadelphians want cheaper coal, 
they must either move the mines a couple of 
hundred miles further away from Philadelphia, 
or Philadelphia a couple of hundred miles further 
away from the mines; but the probabilities are 
that they will do neither.—Norristown Herald. 





Ir is understood that a national convention 
of American editors will be held immediately 
after the November elections, for the purpose 
of framing a statute of limitations for the ben- 
efit of editors who, after having given utter- 
ance to an opinion, may desire to retain a di- 
rectly contrary opinion. It is suggested that 
this statute of limitations shall cover a period 
of time not exceeding four years. Murat Hal- 
stead and Joseph Medill are said to be at the 
head of the movement.—Chicago Mws. 


ANyBopy in this part of the country who 
wants to ride to Baltimore without going over 
the Philadelphia, Wilmington and Baltimore 
Railroad will have to walk, or else go around 
the world and come up the other side. The 
P, W. and B. isn’t a bad road in its way, but it 
fully appreciates the fact that it is a blasted 
monopoly. Buying a ticket to Baltimore now- 
adays is a good deal like this: 

Ticket-Agent (otel-clerk style ; very brusque)— 
“ Two-eighty.” 

Passenger—“ Give me a return ticket.” 

T. A.—* Don’t have ’em.”’ 

Pass.—“ No excursion-tickets at all ?” 

T. A.—“ No.” 

Pass.—‘* When does the next train go ?”” 

T. A.—’F past ’leven t’night—com’dation; 
n’ express till t’morrow.” 

A parallel road is being built, however, and 
in a year or so persons at the Baltimore ticket- 
seller’s window will get on about like this: 

Pass.— How much to Baltimore ?” 

T. A. (Very blandly, two-by-nine smile) —“A 
dollar and a half, sir, for a single ticket, or we 
can give you an unlimited return-ticket for two- 
twenty-five, or a five-day excursion for two dol- 
lars. A return-ticket? Yes, sir. There you 
are. The through-express will start in half an 
hour, sir. Yes, sir; right that way, sir; the 
porter will carry your satchel.”—Z. O. C., in 
Trenton Times, 





The Highest Medical Authorities Concede Anglo- 
SWISS MILK FOOD to be the BEST prepared Food for Infants 
and Invalids. Ask Druggists, or write Anglo-Swiss Condensed 
Milk Co., 86 Hudson St., New York, for their pamphlet, ‘‘ Notes 
Regarding Use of Anglo-Swiss Milk Food.’”” (See advertisement 
in last week’s Puck.) 





IF YOU WISH TO OBTAIN U, S. OR FOREIGN 


87. PATENTS 188 


Address T. H. ALEXANDER, Attorney-at-Law, 607 7th, Wash- 
ington, D.C. Send for my HINTS TO INVENTORS. 
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PERLE D’OR 


CELA DMPAGINS 
Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 


Grape 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC.) 
UNFERMENTED SPARKLING CRAPE JUICE. 
A. WERNER & CO. 











BITTERS 


flavor, now used over the 
- world, cures thd we ~ Dison Fever and Agnue, «nd all 
disorders of the Digestive Ore ans. A few drops imparts delicious flavor 
to a ginss ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try ft, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ert for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N: ¥. 


To Lovers of English Pale Ale 


WE RECOMMEND 











“BURKE'S” 
Light Sparkling Pale Ale 


As the Finest English Ale Bottled. 
REFRESHING, INVIGORATING, AND CONSTI- 
TUTING AN APPETIZING TONIC, WHILE 
SLIGHTLY STIMULATING. EASY OF 
DIGESTION. 

FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 


EDWARD & JOHN BURKE, 


DUBLIN, LIVERPOOL, NEW YORE, 
PrRoprigTORS OF 


BURKE’S RED-HEAD BRAND OF STOUT. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence 
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OFFICE OF “PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 
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MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH 2!1- 25 WARREN ST NY 


TAKE THE CONSEQUENCES! 





